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i lie Tr agcdie 

fi° ^ wa ^ c anc * thinkeour wrongs in Ri. bofome. 

WiJI conquer him, awake and win the da v. * 

Enter t be Gnoji of L. T~i rj> tups, 

Gho. Bloody andgui!tie,gulti!y a»akcj 
And if! a bloody balt-dl end thy daves. 

FJiinkeoi Lord Huiling$,difpairc and die. 

To Re. Qj'e r vntroBbIcdfoub,a\vake,awake, 

Armc, fight and conquer (or fain. England® fake. 

Enter the Glvfls oj the tveoyong princes, 

Gho.te K,R. Dreame on thy couu.ns fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid withinrhy bofome Richard, (Tower 

Andweigh thee downs to ruine, (hame and death, ’ 

Thy v’cphewesfoulei bid thee difpaircand die. * 

To Ri. Sleepe Richmond fteepe,in peace, and wake inioy 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, ’ 
Liucand beget a happy race of Kings, 
EdwardsVnhappicfcnnesdo bid thee flourifli. 

Enter the Ghcfl of ffhyeene Anne his wife. 
Richard,tby wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 

That neucr flcptaquict hourewith thee, 

Now fils thy (leepe with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in the battaile th inkeen me. 

And fall thy edgelelTcfvvord,di(paire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quietfoule, (leepe thou a quiet fleepc, 
Dreame offuccellcand happy viAorie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter t he Ghof of Buckingham, 

The firH wa s /that helpt t hee to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

0,in the battell thinkc on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinelle: 

Drcamc on,dreame on, of bloody dccdsand death. 

Fainting difpore^ilpairingyecld thy breath. 

Tu Ri. I dyed for hopecre I could lend fhceaid, 
Biitchearethy hearr,and be thou net difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in heigCtofali his pride: 

K. Rtcheirdflarteth out of a dreame. 

X.Ri. Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds : 

Wflue rnercie lefu : fofr,I did but dr- ne. 
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omicnaramctnira. 

O coward conference, how doeft thou afflirt me ? 

The lights burnebJ?w,itisRotdead midnight: 

Cold fearefuil arops (lands on my trembling flcfli, 
What do l fcare my felfc ?thcrcs none elfc by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is, ram I : 

Is there a murthcrer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my felfc ? great rcafon why, 

Leif I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfc? 

Alacke I louc my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That! my felfc hauedonevnto ray felfe? 

0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by nay (clfis : 

1 am a villaine,yet I lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy felfc fpeake well,foole do not Hatter, 

My confcicnce hath a choufand foierall tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a fcueral] tale, 

And euery rale condcmnes me for a villainc * 
Periurie,in the higheH degree, 

Murther,(Fernc murther,in the dyreft degree, 
Allfeuerall iimics,all vfdc in each degree, 

Throng all to the fearre, crying all, guiltie,guiltic. 

I Hiall difpaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no foule fliall nittie me : 

And wherefore (liould they ? fince that I my felfe, 

Findc in my felfe,no pittic to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulesof all that/murtbred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Toniorrowcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratchjfe. 

Rat, My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who ;s 'here ? 

Rut' Raic!rtfe,myLord,tis / :thc early village cockc 
Hath twife dene (aluiation to tire morne, 

Your friend® are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rarchffe,i hauc dreamd a fearefuil dreame, 
Whatthinklf thou,wjll ourfriendspicue all true? 

Rat. No doubt mV Lord, 

King. O Ratclifte,! f?are,l fearc. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord,be not afraid offhadowcs. 
King. By the Apaftle Paul,flwdowes to night 
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